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. DISCONTE NT. &c. 


EMC HAT! muſt poor harraſs'd Britain never reſt, 
_ . if But with continual Faction be diſtreſt? 
2 Still each pert Whipſter juſt got free from Duns, 


With long Harangues the patient Hearers ſtuns ; 
Sh--p--n talks Hours, to prove himſelf i'th' wrong ; 
And Nonſenſe flows from B----d's well-tun'd Tongue. 
Shall Booby V--ps in fine French Trappings dreſt, 
Swear *cauſe his Beer, his Judgment too is beſt ? 
Or like a Dray-Horſe flound ring in the Mud, 


Sink deeper ſtriving to regain the Road? 

Shall all be Blockheads in their own dull Track, 

And for trite Phraſes their thick Noddles rack ? 

Yet if we write for Truth, or Freedom's Cauſe, 

They cry we fell our Country, and her Laws. 
Vainly the Stateſman toils, the Hero wars, 

Or drags a Carcaſe ſtudded o'er with Scars ; 

Whilſt 25;s by Malice finds his Meaſures croſt, 

And zhat by Faction ſees his Lawrels loſt : 

On us, ingrateful, laviſh Heaven in vain 


Beſtows the Bleſſings of a GzoRGEs Reign. 


Still mimicł Patriots prone to Party riſe, | 
With fancied Ills th' unthinking Herd ſurpriſe, 
And thund'ring Freedom to the Vulgar Ear, 
Abuſe that very Liberty they ſhare. 
| A Why 
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Why fail our Fleets 8 oer the "4 

But to procure us Plenty, Wealth and Eaſe? 

The Joys to come in Dan ger | give Deli ght, 

We oil for Quiet, and for Peace we fight. 

Dreadful s the Wave, and loud the Din of War.” 

Yet neither can with /ecrer Foes compare. 
What Patriot ever free from Malice liv de 


For Envy even Cato s Name ſurviv'd; 


Envy, that on Ambition cloſe attends, 
The ſame their Motives, and the ſame their Ends: 3 f 
Still viewing Rivals with moſt jealous Eyes, 
And prompt unguarded Virtue to ſurpriſe : 
Ambition caus'd our Grandſire Adam's Fate, 
Caught by the Devil with his own eurſt Bait; 
For e er th Almighty had our Being form' d, 
This very Sin the Angelic Tribes alarm'd, 
Who to rebel (by a mad Impulſe driv'n) 
Satan obey'd, the B--I--b--ke of Heaven. 
From them deſcended thro' beck Glaſs it ran, 
And Men continue as they firſt began, 
All prone t' oppoſe whom has more Pow'r than they, 
Fond to be Rulers, hating to Obey :- 
Search all the Records of preceding Times, 15 _ 
Au1Tion ſtands che forenieft of buf Erittes: * 
Pride, Party, and Rebellion claim us all, d bat 
Deſcendents with us from Old Adams Fall: © 3 a 
Nor any Earthly Paradiſe can be ſo bleRt, h alte 0.13 off 
But ſome ſly Reprile Devil will moleſ tt. 
Ev'n Iſrael, tho Favourites of their God, I Bo! IT 
When freed from Pharaoh's way * | ö 
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Spurn'd their Deliverer, and deſpis d their Lot, 


Their Slav'ry, Freedom, and their God forgot; 
Turn'd Maſes Care into a Scorn and Laugh, 
And barter'd Him and Heaven for a Calf. 

The World one conſtant Theatre hath been, 
Where Parties oft diverſified the Scene; 
Now Vice, now Virtue govern'd, now they fail'd, 
And Juſtice varied as the Chiefs prevail'd : 
By this the Grecia# Heroes Glory fell, 
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And Rome had Sons wou'd murmur and rebel; 
Factions in every Part her Empire tore, 

Till Rome ſubmitted to a Gothic Pow'r ; 
Their barb'rous Legions taught her to obey, 
And her divided Empire ſunk away. 

BRITAIN ſtill reeking, with her freſh" elos d Veing 
Of factious Sons, and party Lords complains 
Too late they ve felt the Effects of Civil Rage, 
When their dread Sires each other did engage; 
When by an ill-tim'd Zeal a Monarch fell, 
And Subjects thought it Merit to rebel. 


On this grand Axis moves each varying State; 
The Vulgar envy, Great Ones emulate, 
Oppoſing Vice makes Virtue brighter ſhine, 
As Diſcords oft make Harmony Divine: 
Thus Party Heroes blended Poiſons are, 
Which may be wholeſome if apply d with Care: 
Motion ſubſiſts by Inſtability, - 


Were all Things conftant, nothing would a 
Bodies are made of Oppoſites conjoin'd, 
And oft by Megatives the Truth we find i ; 
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Here mark the Wiſdom of foreſeeing Heaven, 
That by Unequal- join'd makes all Things ev'n; 
Yet let not Virtue when oppos'd Defpair, 

Her Acts will to Eternity appear, 

Whilſt all her Enemies are dead to Fame, 

Nor cer remember'd but with Scorn and Shame 
When future Annals ſhall our Story tell, 

Walpole's juſt Praiſe the bulky Tome will ſwell ; 
How right he judg'd, how bravely, juſtly thought; 


And ſhunn'd his Own, whilſt Brizain's Fame he ſought, 


Refign'd his Re, and facrific'd his E2/e, 

His Nation's Wealth, and Honour to increaſe ; 

Averſe to Titles, ſcornin g Hulgar State, 

His only Pride was to be Goo p as GREAT. 
Whilſt P-, St. Yu, venal A. —t too, 

And all the ſnarling diſcontented Cre w, 

But thus the Glent-bluſhing Record Shews 

Such Perſons were in Being, and his Foes. 

Let Faction gild it with what Name ſhe will, 
'Tis all but Diſcontent and Party ftill: _ 
Deep in the Blood the rankling Venom lies, 
Prompt to Rebellion, eager to upriſe; 

For Freedom, Property, and Trade they bawl; 
Yet Fear, and Self-Conceit, direct them all:: 
So prone to Change, they can't in Treaſon fix, 
But vary Feuds leſt they ſhould grow prolix : 
Tho his and Tory now are out of Date, 

Still Court and Country keep up the Debate: 

If 'mongſt the loweſt they Rebellion meet, 


They propagate it ſoon from Street to Streee; 
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Still party Quarrels are their only Care, 

They Smile alike at Sc-til-d and Rag: fair. 
Whate'er is juſt and right, but gives them Pain, 
They hate the Merit that they can't attain ; 
Fix'd Prejudice and Party makes 'em write, 
And (if they're honeft) tis but out of Spite: 
Envy their God, and Intereſt they adore, 
They only rail, becauſe they Te out of Pow'r ; 
Like Bigot Catholicks, devote to Wrath, 

They worſhip Faction with implicit Faith. 


Lo! in the Weſt ſhe holds her Pageant Court, 


A ſerious Farce kept up with awful Port ; 

A ſpurious Coward trembling at their Head, 
Who Bigots rules, himſelf by Prieſtcraft led; 
Sees his falſe Diadem ſhine with feint Gleams, 


Graſps Crowns in Fancy, and of Scepters dreams ; 


To exil'd Villains, and unpardon'd Thieves 


Mock Principalities, and Titles gives; 

Stiles this a Duke, to that al ots Command; 
Vet he himſelf's without one Foot of Land; 
Great as an Idol, there he ſits enſhrin'd, 

A Player King to a dumb Senate Jjoind ; 
There Mitred Rebels, Reverend Prieſtly Knaves, 
With promis'd Church Revennes he deceives ; 
Here every Malecontent gives Paſſion vent, 
The Grand Aſylum this of Diſcontent - pas 
The dusky Roof projects a gloomy Shade, 
Forever dark, no Beams the Place invade ; 
No open Freedom, but low Whiſpers creep 
Around the dreary Walls whilſt Mortals fleep : 
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The Schemes of Treaſon each ſeditious Page, 
Here cloſe preſerved their Votaries engage; 
Daggers and Poiſons, every ſecret Death, 
Here all prepar'd in readineſs ſhe hath. 
Here long hath flouriſh'd every baleful Crime, 
Grown almoſt Reverend by a Length of Time; 


Hell's Storehouſe this, it's chief Grand Magazine, 
That keeps it's whole Artillery of Sin: 
Hence iflued Bigottry, and Zealots fir'd, 


WT ilft Hundreds in an Hour in Flames expir'd ; 


Hence Super/tition too, Hell's hotteſt Ficnd, 
Makes Heaven's Omnipotence to Murder tend; 


By Arms the Conſcience moulds to this, or that, 
And makes it's G-dh--d, like it's Prief, a Cheat: 
Claims Pow'r Divine on Earth upheld by F orce, 
And who diſputes it, muſt be Damn d of courſe; 


So loth their Grand Prerogative to loſe, 
They'll not let Heav'n of its own Gifts diſpoſe. 


Hence came each Groan, each Martyr's purple Flood, 


And Liberty and Peace were drown'd in Blood: 
When Fell MARITA by Rome's Counſel led, 


To pleaſe their Fury, doom d a Nation dead ; 
Why did indulgent Heavy n a Thought beſtow, | 
If Mortals ſhall preſcribe it where to go? 


Why do we judge, yet want the Power to chuſe? D | 
Why have we Senſe, and muſt not Reaſon be 


O FREEDOM, Sacred Gueſt [ thou Gift Divine! 
On Britain (till with happy Influence ſhine 3 


Let others Gabe Life's Pleaſures ting d with Gall, 


Britain is Free, and boldly claims em all: 


She 
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She bends not now beneath the Tyrant s Frown, 


Nor toils for Harveſts that are not her own. 

Vainly the envious World behold her Great, 

Or her own Baſtard Sons pine at her State; 

Vainly they ftrive her Diſcords to reſume, | 

And vain are all thy Arts, O Falln Rome! 
O'ercome 1n Force, to covert Guile ſhe flies, 

To Embrio, Treaſons, Plots, and dark Surpriſe ; 

Now bribes a Murd'rer, now a B---þ tees, 

Tries every Form, and varies all Degrees; 

Her Faith unerring vows a ſure Reward, 

Here (or Hereafter) you'll be made a Lord ; 

Or failing, 'tis no ſhame when ſeen from far, 

Your Quarters black'ning upon Temple-Bar. 
Now view by Night the deadly Conclave meet, 

And tho' oft baffled, ſtill their Crimes repeat ; 

Then each his diff rent Province is aſſign'd, 

To Murder this, to Treaſon thats confin'd : 

Hence to their Legates they due Orders ſend, 

A Stateſman s poiſon d, or a Journal s penn'd. 

See baleful Fa c TiON hov' ring o 'er their Heads, 

And her two Darlings to their Preſence leads: 

Firſt Proteus B-dg-11 various Hues diſcloſe, 

He boaſts his Kin *, and one vaſt Volume ſhews ; 


Then bowing thrice before the awful Shrine, 


Goddeſs (he crics) this darling Labour's thine 


« This Volume finiſh'd with much Care and Coſt, 
« A Brain quite crack'd, and a long Lawſuit loſt j 


dn. 


« View 


« In thy Defence, exhauſt my venal Brain 

« From Place, or Penſion free, command my Quill, 
I ask but this Reward----To make thy Will. 

Then cloſe attending ſuppliant 4--—2 kneels, 
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« View me the foremoſt of thy Rebel Train, 


And to his mighty Patron thus appeals : 


« Have I ſo long ſubverted Truth and Senſe, 

« And deep immerg'd in Lies for thy Defence, 

« Studied untill I knew not how to think, 

« And wrote myſelf quite Knuckle deep in Ink ; 

« Caſes revers'd, and with learn'd Diſſertation, 

« On this and that quite ſtupified the Nation: 

« Have I long fought in Proſe, and Ribald Rhimes, 
« And rival'd College Youths in ringing Chimes, 


« In Daſhes, Capitals, Italics ſhone, 


« And made each Labour of the Preſs my own ; 
« "Tis plain my Wit with Poignancy i is join'd, 
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« Adept of Smart's +, rails till he's out of Breath, 
« And by his NIGHT-MARE Muſe is rode to Death; 
« He ſaid And ſeven neat Volumes offer d up, 
The only Grace of F---4--x's empty Shop: 


I have been taken up, my Printer find: 
Shall B-dg-// then be Chief in your Eſteem ? 
« Who fleeps in Politicks, and writes his Dream; 


The Villain Sages all ſmil'd an Applauſe, 


And bad em ſtill keep up the Good Old Cauſe. 
« To judge between ſuch equal Worth is hard, 
« Or ſay, which is the moſt accompliſh'd Bard; 


+ Smart's Key, alias Billing Cate. 
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« Fach ſhines conſpicuous in a different Light, 

a *Tis Fog's to ſcold, and Danvers beſt can write ; 
« Then for Reward, take this diſtinguiſh'd Mark, 
Be this our Scavenger, and that his Clerk. 

Now Coaches rattling thro' the crouded Streets, 
And a full Town proclaim the Senate meets; 
P--7--y gives Hints that A -i may amend, 

And every Day a different Libel 's pen'd : 
Running with various Proofs now Devils ſweat, 
And Printers toil, that Garretteers may eat. 

Now ev ry Day an Embrio Pamphlet 's Born, 

Forgot at Night, tho' publiſh'd in the Morn ; 

Now o'er the Coffee awfull Blockheads fit, 

The Murd'rers both of Politicks and Wit ; 

Now Clouds of Gloomy Brows Stg. Stephens throng, 


And whiſper that the Nation 's in the Wrong, 
« When will there be a War?—--how goes the Rhine ? 


Then fix the State, yet know not where to dine. 
How ſoon we cenſure, and how ſoon we rail, 

Each is a Mark, tho' each alike is frail; 

And right, or wrong, are merely things of Courſe, 

We judge as rul'd, by Flattery, or Force; 

Which of their Party boaſts a Conſcience juſt, 

T hat neer turns Recreant to his former Truſt ? 

Unſays, unſwears what he has vow'd before, 

And hates the Power which he did adore ; 

Like Dives rails, reaſons like Syphax ſtrong, 


Give him a Place, he 'as done and holds his Tongue ; 


Say, will the Prieſt, whoſe Wiſh with Grandeur far'd, 


To Lambeth, or to Sarum's See aſpir'd? 
C 
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When failing both, his doubtful Pen confine, 
Nor proſtitute his Calling, tho' Divine? 

The needy Lawyer, baniſh'd from Term Fees, 
In Faction's College takes his juſt Degrees; 
And each abandon'd Wretch, loſt to Remorſe, 
Makes Dirt and Politicks his laſt Reſource 
The Scum of Colleges they ne'er refuſe, 

But Dub each Scribling Hack a Patriot Muſe ; 
Like batter'd Lechers quite decay'd, worn out, 
Theſe feel their Wit infect them like the Gout. 
Others inſipid, without Spleen or Thought, 
Finding their Volumes ſtill remain unbought, 
With trite Expreſſions join the common Yell, 
Poor Souls! they cavil that their Works may ell : 
The petty Pamphletteers diſmay'd behold 
Poems, a mighty Number ſtill unſold. 

Young Claro with a happy Genius bleſt, 

Cloſe to the Muſe his Faculty addreſt, 

A pretty Moral Piece his Muſe produc'd, 


A Printer ſought, the Poem ſtrait perus'd ; 
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The Thought is good, the Language ſmoothly flows, 
« Some Satire too on Prudes, Coquettes, and Beaux ; 
« But Sir excuſe me, tis not fit to Print, 
There is no Scandal, no Reflection in t; 
« Would you be now a Poet in Efteem, 
% In Malice write, and Z/--p--e be your Theme. 
O doughty St. An! Mighty Scribler | ſay, 
Which Sacred Pieces thy dread Pen obey ? 
Shall we in Trott thy Wit and Learning ſeek, 


Or find thee in dull Danvers. once a Week ? 
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Or does thy coſtive Brain, ſtupid, prolix, 

On hard-ſtrain'd labour'd Diſſertations fix ? 

Do they, inſpired, with former Letters, come, 

From the ſoft Desk of Beauteous G----y's B--m ? 

Thy Thoughts examine, doſt thou ſhare the Curſe 

Of being inſenſible to all Remorſe ? 

What Doom muſt wait the impious Wretch who dares 


Still plunge his Native Land in endleſs Jars ? 
Why doſt thou pine to ſee a nobler Blaze, 


Dazzle thy mimic and reflected Rays? 

When the great 0-4 of Light his Warmth beſtows, 
Call'd by his Genial Heat new Verdure grows, 
In waving yellow gilds the ripen'd Corn, 


And with one Charm does Nature's Face adorn : 
Shall we all the vaſt beauteous Scene deſpiſe, 


Becauſe its Beams o ercome our aching Eyes? 


Yet each Reſearch his Proteus Soul purſue 85 


A mix d mad Medley ting'd with various Hues; 
Can footh and flatter, or in Torrents roar, 

As ſuits his Intereſt, and augments his Pow'r. 
A Patriot Diſloyal, and unjuſt, 

Of Honour writes, whilſt he betrays his Tg; 
Reviles the Man, who gave him ſecond Life, 


And the great Boon returns with Party $1rife ; 
Nay, to plume up his vain ambitious /7ng, 
He 'd ſell his G--d, as once he ſold his K--g. 

Others by ſpecious Arts of Friendſhip ſue, 
And only flatter when they would undo; 
Like Mongril Curs, that full of hidden Spite, 
Will lick your Hands, that they may deeper hte; 

5 Who 
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Who loudly 'gainſt ambitious Sway exclaim, 


Tho' Pow'r is ſtill their only End and Aim; 

Deny all Party, tho' in every View, 

"Tis not the Man, but Faction they purſue ; 

Under this Head is P-----y's Malice plac'd, 

An Outfide Shew, by Innate Fraud debas'd. 
By falſe Appearance all Mankind's deceiv'd, 

Talking of Truth and Honour he's beleiv'd ; 

His trifling Virtues many Vices hide, 

Merit conſpicuous muſt the Teſt abide ; 

All are prepared her Failings to upbraid, 

For ſtrongeſt Light reflects the darkeſt Shade ; 

Scandal's the dear, the darling Theme of all, 

Who merits moſt, on him both Vulgars fall: 

Detraction, like a Star from Ather ſhot, 

Alarms at firſt, but inſtant is forgot; 

Unkill'd to ſhine in the bright Face of Day, 

In Darkneſs waſtes its feeble glim'ring Ray ; 

Whilſt by the Sun that gives us Day and Lig hr, 

We Clouds diſtinguiſh, and we know the Wight. 
Britons, a fickle and unthinking Race, 

Meanly ungrateful, or moſt fevile baſe ; 


Who injures them, can willingly forgive, 


Vet curſe the Man from whom they aught receive: 


Does not all Europe now our Dictates wait, 


And Subject Kings expect from us their Fate? 
Een anxious Poland hopes from Britain's Laws, 
Preſs'd by each Rival King to own his Cauſe ; 
Whilſt Half the Globe 's diſturb'd with dire Alarms, 
She fits unmov'd amidſt the Clank of Arms; 
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Sees her bold Sons make every Bliſs their own, 

In the rich Traffic of each plunder'd Zone; 

With Shame rejects the mean, the ſervile few, 
Who Faction, Fraud, and Malice ſtill purſue : 

On them no other Curſe but this be ſent, 

Let 'em be till unplac'd and diſcontent ! 

Or conſcious of their Infamy reſort, 

To flatter in their mimic Monarch's Court. 

Grant us, ye Powers] but GRORGE's milder Sway, 
Pleas d whilſt we Wonder, Proud whilſt we Obey; 
With innate Pride our Monarch's Power own, 
Whilſt Senſe and Virtue decorate the Throne ; 


See every Nation their glad Tribute bring, 
And Subject Monarchs all behold our King, 


Like the great Orb of Light ſuperior ſhine, 
As that Diffufrve, and as that Divine. 

See Faction cloſe purſued by Fear and Dread, 
On them her deadlieſt Bane and Venom ſhed, 
And give to each her own peculiar Mark, 

TO $-----n, H/---h--1m, P-t--y, and the Clerk. 
See Northern Plodders, big with Party, come, 

To hold their Tongues in good Se. Stephen's Dome 
Whilſt generous Faction, to reward ſuch Worth, 
Bids at each Stationers their Arms ſhine forth. 

Lo! on each Poſt their-blazon'd Shields appear, 
Whilſt Coblers gape, and Chairmen all revere i 
See Pamphlets, Journals, FEY Confuſion hurl'd, 
And Politicks and Smoak amuſe the World ; 

See Draymen cloſe in Conſultation ſit, 


Over ſtale Porter, and great Danvers Wit; 


Here 
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CW 
Here fix thy Triumph, theſe thy Muſe invite, 
. For theſe can judge, as bad as thou can'ſt write : 
* still thy unmeaning Diſſertations pen, 
* "+ pe: | 
Exploded by all Wiſe, and Honeſt Men; 
Subvert the Truth, each Inuendo ſtretch, 


0 And ſtill remain a d unmeaning MWreicb. 


For me, unus'd to write, I boaſt no Art, 
'Tis Mature flowing from an honeft Heart : 
1 claim my Pardon from the Theme I ſing, 
Which is my Country, Freedom, and my King. 


Hat 
£ „ 


* l 
dy _—_ . 


